THE SPANISH WAR
and when she got back to the frontier she was able to
write a brilliant dispatch relating her experiences.
Before this visit to the Guadarrama pass I had made a
very long detour eastwards to approach Madrid from the
north-east along the Saragossa road. At Burgos I had
heard that the Reds were boasting they would capture
Saragossa within a day or so and would open up direct rail
and road communication between Barcelona and Madrid.
I knew by then that the central and western passes had
been closed, and if the road north-east were also to be
blocked it would mean that the Reds had lost their chance
of overrunning the Nationalist territory and reaching
General Mola's capital at Burgos, their final objective, if
they were still hoping to suppress the movement by force
of arms.
The journey to Saragossa was long and uneventful.
Antoine and myself were by now accustomed to being
stopped by Civil Guards and armed peasants with the
national colours of red and gold either pinned to their
coats or worn as an armlet, and with my pass from Burgos
we were seldom long delayed. At Saragossa I found at
the hotel an American professor and his wife who were
scared out of their wits, and was able to reassure them and
to give them good advice as to how they could get out
of the country by going to Pampeluna. In the villages
round Saragossa I had noticed a number of surly faces,
and it was evident that some Reds at least were to be
found behind the lines. I was told afterwards that most
of them made off under cover of darkness, and that the
others, seeing that the Nationalists were winning, came
over heart and soul to the Patriot side. At Saragossa they
were extremely optimistic, and I was given a pass taking
me to Guadalajara. I did not get there, as the place was